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Anguish 


On that one fateful day, | woke up to a phone call from 1853 stating that B had gone missing. He was asking 


where he might be, and | could sense the apprehension in his voice. 


| told 1853 that | would look for him, then hung up the phore. If B really had gone missing, there was no time 
to lose. | had to find him. 


| frantically searched the flat, trying to find B. | called his name again and again, but received no response. 


| finally found him when | opened the bathroom door. He was lying on the floor, limp and lifeless. | tried to find 
his pulse. | hoped against hope that he would still be alive, that there would be a chance. 


He was dead. No breath, no heartbeat, no pulse - he was dead. 


Fighting back tears, | hugged his body tightly. "B." | whispered, holding him. | wanted to tell him to wake up. | 
wanted to believe that this was all a terrible nightmare, but | knew that it wasn't. 


It was real. 


| met up with the band about a week or so after B died to discuss Lifelover's fate. They insisted that the 
project should continue, but | adamantly refused. Lifelover was not Lifelover without B. B was dead; Lifelover 


was dead. 


| had no new ideas for music anymore. | couldn't even motivate myself to pick up my guitar. | could only 


motivate myself to drink and fuck myself up. 


About a week ago, | moved to this new place. The old flat reminded me of B too much. Every time | looked into 
the bedroom, | saw B lazily plucking the strings of his guitar. Every time | looked into the kitchen, | saw B 
trying and failing to cook for the two of us. Every time | looked into the living room, | saw B watching his 


favorite television shows. Every time | went into the bathroom, | saw B's lifeless body surrounded by needles. 


Every second of every day, | think about B. | miss him so much. | don't know how I've managed to survive this 


long without him being here. 


| wish | could die and be with him, but I'm too much of a fucking coward to just end it all. All | can do is slice 
up my body. | can't just kill myself. I'm so fucking pathetic. 


If B had seen me now, he would have been so disappointed, perhaps even angry. | had pushed everyone else 


away from me. | couldn't even bring myself to get up out of bed anymore. 


My last shred of sanity had died with B. 


